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This routine proved too much for Dostoevsky's strength.
Three months after the publication of the first issue of Time
he fell ill. Although he recovered quickly, his epileptic fits
became even more frequent, one or two a week. He could
always somehow feel them coming. Then it was as though all
his doubts and agitation were resolved in a transcendent har-
mony; he was serene, cleansed of all cares, and prepared for
the dazzling joys of the beyond.
"But these radiant moments," he writes in The Idiot,
"were but the prelude to the second phase, which was fol-
lowed by the seizure. This second phase is assuredly inde-
scribable. . . . What does it matter that it is a disease, if at
such moments I had an unprecedented undreamt-of sensa-
tion of fullness and peace, of participating in the highest
synthesis of life with a passionate prayer."
"For the space of several minutes," Dostoevsky explained
to his friends, "I know a happiness that cannot be conceived
in normal moments, that other people cannot even imagine.
I have a feeling of complete harmony within myself and
with the world, and this feeling is so strong, so sweet, that
for a few seconds of this joy one would willingly give ten
years of one's life, perhaps even all of one's life."
It was when he reached the peak of this mystic ecstasy
that the spasm seized him, flung him down to the ground,
shrieking and foaming at the mouth, Strakhov who was pres-
ent once, describes it as follows: "He stood still an instant, as
though searching for words to express his thought and was
about to open his mouth. I watched him intently; I was cer-
tain that he was going to say something extraordinary. But
suddenly he emitted a strange, drawn-out cry, collapsed and
fell unconscious in the middle of the room."
Sometimes Dostoevsky hurt himself in these falls; covered